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MR. MACREADY’S VIRGINIUS. 











It was a proud day for the Drama 
when Virginius appeared. Then did 
the dramatic genius of England re- 
assert its dignity, and one golden 
link united our own to the Elizabe- 
thian age. It is worth while before 
we proceed further to dilate a little 
upon the origin of Virginius. Mr. 
Knowles, finding great difficulty in 
getting any piece played upon the 
boards of a London theatre, had 
laid aside his plan for several years, 
when meeting the late Mr. Kean at 
Glasgow, that eminent actor said that 
if he would write a play in which he 
could perform the principal part, he 
would bring it out, and he suggested 
to him Virginius. It is generally 
supposed that Mr. Macready suggest- 
ed the subject, but it is an error; 
Mr. M. proposed the subject of the 
next play, namely William Tell. 
The play of Virginius however was 
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transferred to Covent Garden because 
another on the same subject had 
been previously received at Drury 
Lane, and after all it came out at 
Glasgow, the part of Virginius being 
sustained by Mr. Cooper with con- 
siderable success. A friend of Mr. 
Macready’s sent him an account of 
the play ; he requested to see it in 
the MS., read it, and wrote a highly 
flattering letter to the author; the 
consequence of which was, an ac- 
quaintance between them and the ap- 
pearance of our great tragedian in 
one of his most pathetic characters. 

No other actor but the one in 
question, though many have attempt- 
ed the part, has ever succeeded in 
making this play popular ; the thril- 
ling nature of Mr, Macready’s act- 
ing on his first playing it electrified 
the town and rendered competition 
almost out of the question; and al- 
though twenty years have passed 
since he first assumed the character, 
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its beauty and freshness still hold 
their sway over the legitimate =e 
goers, for on its revival at the Hay- 
market a few months since it was 
received with tumultuous applause 


| 
| 


and ran for a considerable number | 


of nights. There is but one real 
and true test of greatness,—time ; it 
is this, and this only, that can really 
test the greatness of an actor or poet. 


With actors, a first appearance ninety | 


nine times out of a hundred goes for | 


nothing; if he have not the glorious 
gilt of genius he must, as a matter 
of course, prove “ flat, stale, and 
unprofitable.” Concerning the stage 
another obvious fact presents itself ; 
genius cannot neutralise genius, for 
it displays itself upon a public arena 
and appeals to the feelings of all 
men. The cry of an actor not hav- 
ing justice done him is absurd ; he 
will make himself known despite of 
all circumstances ; you might as well 
tell us you can confine the wind or 
measure heaven as tell us you can 
crush the immortal soarings of the 
mind. Shew me any actor of first- 
rate abilities who failed in reaching 
the highest place; there always has 
been, and always will be, enough 
enlightened men, in every age, who 
will foster and reward the efforts of 
genius on the stage. 

There is not in history, ancient or 
modern, a story of deeper woe, one 
that exhibits a more exalted picture 
of true greatness, than the sacrifice 
of Virginia by her father to save her 
from the lust of the Decemvir Appius, 
In no modern play is the dominion 
which poetry holds over the heart so 
wondrously developed ; the attention 
is carried forcibly to the overwhelm- 
ing catastrophe, and equally in the 
closet as the theatre does this beauti- 
ful tragedy exact the tribute of our 
tears. 

In Virginius we see the fond fa- 
ther, the stern patriot, dividing his 
heart between his country and his 
child; both occupy him at the com- 
mencement of the play, and skilful 
indeed is the delineation of his feel- 
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ings, paternal and patriotic. To- 
wards the latter part of the play we 
see the fearful storm in which his 
lofty spirit is whelmed,—in which a 
child is to be sacrificed that her ho- 
nor may be preserved, and justice, 
wearing the garb of insanity, is to 
inflict summary vengeance on the 
brutal tyrant. 

Thus it will be seen that this cha- 
racter, from its great variety, re- 
quires the efforts of the highest ge- 
nius adequately to represent it. The 
blending of all its various feelings 
into one harmonious whole is most 
beautifully displayed in Mr. Mac- 
ready’s personation of it. Who that 
has ever seen him can forget his _pa- 
ternal tenderness in the early part of 
the play, or the impressive manner, 
impressive from its exquisitive feel- 
ing, with which he resigns Virginia 
to the arms of her lover? We sce 
from his swimming eye and choking 
utterance how deep was his love for 
his child, how hard is the struggle 
he undergoes in parting from her. 
In the scene where Icclius informs 
him of the claim of Appius, Mr, 
Macready’s acting fairly surpasses 
description ; every vein in his body 
seems about to burst with suppressed 
rage. Itis the dread gathering of 
the clouds that heralds in the whirl- 
wind and the storm, but to form a 
just idea of it, it ought to be wit- 
nessed, 

But the climax of passion is at- 
tained when, with his daughter 
clinging to him, he confronts the 
tyrant Appius. How eloquent are 
his pleadings for his child! how 
withering is his scorn when he stands 
face to face with Claudius. The 
wretched tool of Appius seems to 
wither beneath his glance, and when 
he stands alone, deserted by all, 
how pathetic is his love for his de- 
voted child! 

His lengthened gaze upon her pre- 
vious to his dread sacrifice, is the 
calm that foretells the storm; his 
countenance when he seizes the sa- 
crificial knife tells the awful agony 
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of his soul—the sure index to the 
dreadful deed. 
spirit and the convulsive tremors of 
his frame while he is meditating his 
last great sacrifice are depicted with 
irresistible truth, and when he 
plunges the weapon in her breast, 
and with the reeking blade, uplifted 
towards Appius, in a burst of fran- 
tic energy devotes him to the infer- 
nal gods, then rushes with the 
strength of a legion through the 
amazed soldiery that bar his pro- 
gress,—we can pay no greater com- 
pliment to the actor’s genius than 
merely state we saw not a mimic 
forum and feigned historical truth, 
but before us lived again the edifices 
of imperial Rome and the forum of 
the real Virginius. 

The delineation of madness in the 
after scenes is a worthy finish to this 
noble performance, and his death, 
though in dumb show, wonderfully 
pathetic. How mournful, how pain- 
ful to witness is Macready’s acting 
when he recognises Virginia’s ashes ; 
his senses gather for an instant; his 
thoughts centre themselves in his 
dead child; from his lips comes but 
one word, “ Virginia.” Yet how 
expressive is it! it tells the history 
of his heart, tells of his love for 
her, tells that his child was more to 
him than country, wealth, friends. 
He dies over her remains, over that 
gentle flower whom he had watched 
over with untiring solicitude in hap- 
pier years; the same storm that des- 
troyed the flower struck down the 
tree. 


DELTA, 





DRURY LANE 
Monday.—Macbeth, and Acis and Gala- 


tea, 


Tuesday.—Gisippus, The Quaker, and 
the Students of Bonn. 
Wednesday.—No performance. 


Thursday.—Hamlet, and Acis and Gala- 
tea. 


Friday.—The Gamester, and Acis and 
Galatea, 


The agony of his | 
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Saturday.—The Duenna, and Acis and 
Galatea. 


Tue legitimate Drama has been well 
supported at this house, as wil be 
seen by the above list. We have had 
Macbeth, Hamlet, and Gisippus ; 
we observe that some new pieces are 
in rehearsal and will be produced 
immediately. We are of opinion 
that if the manager would bring out 
Coriolanus just now, it would enrich 
the coffers of the treasury; some of 
the beautiful scenery in Gisippus 
would be very appropriate, and with 
the company that might be brought 
into action we believe the play would 
draw great houses, We are at a loss 
to account for the withdrawal of the 
pleasing opera of Love in a Village, 
as we are becoming a more musical 
nation every day ; there is no doubt 
that operas just now would bring 
more money than tragedies, for it 
appears to us that the greater portion 
of an audience would rather laugh in 


a theatre than go there to be sorrow- 
ful. 


COVENT GARDEN. 


On Saturday last this theatre closed 
for the season, and at the conclusion 
Mr. C. Mathews came forward and 
delivered a very appropriate address. 
Madame Vestris was called for, and 
was most enthusiastically received ; 
numerous flowers were strewed upon 
the stage. She seemed deeply affect- 
ed on retiring. During the last six 
months that Madame Vestris had 
the control of Covent Garden Thea- 
tre she has been indefatigable in her 
exertions in catering for the public 
taste. Authors of established repu- 
tation have been employed to write 
pieces, and artists of recognised abi- 
lities engaged to perform in them ; 
they have been put upon the stage 
with all the extraneous advantages 
which music, scenery, dresses, and 
decorations, supplied with unbound- 
ed liberality, and applied with the 
most refined and correct taste, could 
bestow upon them, This is no ex- 
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aggerated statement, for upon refer- 
ence to the bills we find that the fol- 
lowing new pieces and revivals have 
been represented during the season : 
Original Comedies—What will the 
World say? Old Maids, The Irish 
Heiress, and Bubbles of the Day. 
Partly Original—Court and City. 
Revived Comedies—A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream, She Would and She 
Would Not, Wives as they were and 
Maids as they are. Original Ballets 
—Hans of Iceland, and the Wooden 
Leg. Operas, Adaptations—Norma, 
Elena Uberti, Marriage of Figaro, 
and Sonnambula. Operatic Masque, 
revival—Comus, Original Farces— 
United Service, Caught Napping, 
The Wrong Man. Original Panto- 
mime—Guy, Earl of Warwick. Ori- 
ginal Fairy Romance—The White 
Cat. 

Thus it will be seen that of the 
twenty dramatic novelties brought 
forward, eleven were original pieces. 
It has been a matter of surprise and 
regret that amongst the number of 
pieces produced, no doubt after due 
deliberation and careful examination, 
many of them should have proved 
complete failures. This is the more 
to be deplored, as, in addition to 
the large sums paid for authorship, 
considerable outlay was, in almost 
every instance, incurred in what is 
technically called getting up pieces 
which never brought a sixpence into 
the treasury. 





HAYMARKET. 


TuERE is no want of variety of pieces 
here; we know of no theatre where 
there is so much inducement held 
out to playgoers as at the Haymar- 
ket, and yet we are fearful the ma- 
nager cannot boast of overflowing 
houses. We are constantly receiv- 
ing letters requesting us to give a 
hint to Mr. Webster to allow Mrs. 
Kean to play some of her old cha- 
racters, such as the Youthful Queen, 
&c,, and we are of opinion that he 
would find it a successful experiment. 








| a porter, sustained by a Mr. Searle, 


STRAND THEATRE. 


An old burletta played some years 
ago under Hammond’s management 
has been revived and played nightly 
to show off the excellent acting of 
Mr. Younge as a miserly old hunks, 
his avarice and superstition giving 
rise to many effective and amusing 
scenes; but revivals, although well 
done, do not receive such applause 
as the merits of the performers de- 
serve. A new ballet has been pro- 
duced, for which the Ridgways from 
Covent Garden have been engaged. 
It is an amusing little trifle and shows 
off Mr. Sanders in excellent style as 
a French milliner ; he offered a per- 
fect picture and was_ much applaud- 
ed. The music of this ballet is 
pleasing, and altogether, consider- 
ing the confined resources of the 
stage, it has been remarkably well 
put together, Robert Burns and 
Othello make up an excellent enter- 
tainment; we have already spoken at 
length of these performances. Se- 
veral novelties are in preparation for 
Whit-Monday. A version of Mac- 
beth is promised, and Mr. Balls will 
make his bow on the 16th Instant, 
Much activity prevails in every de- 
partment to give due effect to the va- 
rious novelties in rehearsal. We are 
glad to notice that the houses have 
been very good. 





OLYMPIC. 


Tuere is a burletta entitled Jack in 
the Water now being played here, 
written by Mr. Leman Rede, of a 
very pleasing and novel description, 
and we would strongly recommend 
our play-going friends to witness the 
performance of it, We are sure they 
would come away most agreeably 
entertained. A comic character play- 
ed by Mr. G. Wild is admirable; we 
have not seen any character in low 
comedy equal to it since the days of 
John Reeve. Jack in the Water is 
very similar to Jack Rag, which 
Reeve was so great in. The part of 
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is a clever performance and is worthy 
of praise. Nor must we omit Ross, 
who is now cast for such characters 
as suit his ability ; nor have we seen 
Mr. Brook to such advantage before 
as in Joe Hatch; he is a waterman 
all over, although we doubt whether 
he belongs to the Temperance Society. 
Weare not at all surprised at Jack 
(G. Wild) being in love with Betty, 
a housemaid, who sings so delight- 
fully ; this lady is a great rival to 
Mrs, Waylett in the ballad style, and 
is a much better actress, The sce- 
nery of this piece is really very ex- 
cellent ; a representation of Waterloo 
Bridge has not been surpassed at any 
theatre. The piece is highly credit- 
able both to the author and manager. 





SADLER’S WELLS. 


Tus theatre closed last Tuesday 
night ; great alterations will be made 
during the recess, and a new stage 
will be laid down on an entirely 
novel principle. The performances 
will be varied nightly, and we hope 
the proprietors will be well support- 
ed in their new undertaking. 





ALBERT SALOON. 


A NAUTICAL piece called The Mutiny 
atthe Nore is performed here every 
evening with continued success, A 
gentleman of the name of Douglas 
is a great acquisition, being a good 
second to Mr. Edwards; their act- 
ing, combined with Mrs, Ismay’s, is 
of avery talented description; the 
comic parts between T. , ween and 
Mrs, Howell are in good hands, The 
piece is admirably got up and well 
cast. 





COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our Correspondents. 


Norwicu.—We now and then in 
person visit the country theatres, by 
which we judge for ourselves whe- 
ther our agents ere duly fulfilling 
their pele editorial duties ; we ac- 
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cordingly seated ourselves in the 
Norwich Theatre on Friday last. As 
we entered the band was playing the 
overture to the farce of Perfection, 
and a pretty farce they made of it, 
it being anything but perfection ; the 
curtain drew up and introduced us 
to Kate O’Brien, personated by Miss 
Land ; this lady possesses a pleasing 
voice, and sang Mrs, Waylett’s bal- 
lads with much taste; her acting, 
although not perfection, was easy 
and ladylike. Although we may 
run the risk of being called ungal- 
lant, the moment we looked upon 
this lady’s face our risible faculties 
were highly excited by the strong re- 
semblance she bears to her laughter- 
moving relative,—the immortal Lis- 
ton. Sir Lawrence Paragon by Mr. 
W. Davidge, who is a clever repre- 
sentative of elderly gentlemen and 
forcibly reminds us of that talented 
performer Mr, Strickland, whose 
free heartiness of manner he would 
do well still more closely to imitate. 
Charles Paragon Mr, Boyce; though 
ossessing a tall gentlemanly figure 
be lacks that ease and repose so in- 
separable from a well bred man, 
nevertheless he gives indications of 
eventually attaining a very respect- 
able position in the annals of the 
histrionic art. The characters of 
Sam and Susan were represented in 
a most able manner by Mr. and Mrs. 
Power ; indeed so much so on the 
part of the lady as to call forth our 
most unqualified praise; both are 
valuable additions to any stock com- 
pany, being dancers, singers, and 
actors of more than ordinary = 
tensions. After the farce came Mi- 
das, which was never more wretch- 
edly played and put upon the stage; 
the orchestral accompaniments were 
of a like execrable character, Mr. 
Shirwall was the Apollo; this gen- 
tleman being well known to London 
audiences needs no further comment 
than that his powers either as an 
actor or a singer seem rather to de- 
crease than increase. The rest of 
the characters were miserably defici- 
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ent, and seemed to go through the 
piece with the solemnity due to a tra- 
gedy. Inthiscensure we are willing 
to admit the talents of Mr. Gill, Mr. 
W. Davidge, and Mrs, Power, but 
to the rest we must give our most 
unqualified condemnation. 

Devonport.—The proprietor, Mr. 
Owen, is doing great things here, 
The theatre is crowded every even- 
ing. <A great variety of pieces have 
been played and the benefits have 
been very good. 

BirminGHam.—Bellini’s grand ope- 
ra of Norma, which created so great 
a sensation in the metropolis during 
the whole of last season, has been 
produced at the Theatre Royal. The 
parts of Pollione and Norma were 
sustained by Mr, and Mrs. Wood, 
who have been engaged for five nights 
in the present week. 

Liverroot.—The “ Midsummer 
Night’s Dream” has been played every 
night throughout the past week ex- 
cept Saturday. It has lost none of 
its charms, though it certainly did 
not attract auditors to the extent we 
anticipated. This week various no- 
velties are to be brought forward, 
amongst which we may mention The 
Wood Demon, the new scenery to 
which is, we understand, of the most 
splendid description. 





THE FEELINGS & EXPERIENCE 
OF FOURSCORE. 
I aM strongly attached to old habits 
and old fashions, even though ab- 
surd. Instead of longing for a new 
coat I part with an old one as with 
an old friend, I forget some lessons 
and cannot learn others. One lesson 
however J must learn,—to eat with- 
out teeth. The farther we advance 
in years the more we are affected 
with both heat and cold; in early 
life onr feelings are but little influ- 
enceu by either. I can better re- 
member the transactions of seventy 
years than of yesterday ; pour liquor 
into a full vessel and the top will run 
off first, 





Perhaps I can recollect | 


being in a thousand companies ; 
every person which composed them 
is now departed except myself. Upon 
whatever family I cast a distant eye, 
I remark in that family a generation 
has passed into life, passed through 
the bloom of the day, and sunk into 
the night, My old friends have slip- 
ped off the stage, and I am as unfit 
to unite with new as new cloth with 
old; thus I have become a stranger 
to the world which I have long 
known. As age increases, sleep de- 
creases; when a child in health en- 
ters upon life it can sleep twenty-two 
out of the twenty-four hours ; its 
sleep will diminish about three hours, 
upon the average, every year during 
the next three, when activity will 
enable it to nurse itself; that reduc- 
tion will afterwards be nearly one 
hour every ten years, till he arrives 
at eighty, when four or five will be 
his hours of sleep. It is curious to 
contemplate the fluctuations of pro- 
perty. I have seen the man of opu- 
lence look with disdain on a pauper 
in rags; I have seen that pauper 
mount the wheel of Fortune and the 
other sink to the bottom. I have 
seen a miserable cooper not worth 
the shavings he made place his son 
to a baker, and his son become a 
rich banker, a Member of Parlia- 
ment, and a Baronet. — William 
Hutton’s Life. 





MR. ELLISTON. 


A younG man of the name of Rich- 
ards was engaged in London as a 
violin-player, and strongly recom- 
mended to Mr. Elliston as a valuable 
addition to his orchestra at Birming- 
ham. Upon the first appearance of 
Richards in the orchestra, Bullock, 
the leader, a man of considerable 
ability, soon found out that Rickards 
was incompetent to the task ; in fact, 
that he could not play at all, and 
was quite ignorant of his profession. 
Bullock immediately went to Mr. 
Elliston and related to him the im- 
position which had been practised 
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upon him by the agent in London. 

The manager repaired to the orches- 

tra in a rage, and desired Richards 

to play a few notes to him. The lat- 

ter obeyed, and nothing in the cha- 

racter of amusician could have been 

worse; indeed, it seemed to Mr. El- 

liston that Richards had never had a 

violin in his hands before. ‘ Good 

God!” exclaimed the manager, “ this 

is too bad, more especially from a 

person so strongly recommended to 

me. It will not do, young man—it 

must be altered.” ‘ It will do very 

well for the price,” answered Rich- 

ards. ‘ Price, price!” echoed EI- 

liston; “‘ what do you mean by the 

price?” “ Why, sir, what sort of 
a fiddler did you expect to get from 

London for fifteen shillings per 

week,” replied Richards. ‘“ Well, 

young man, as I am getting up an 

opera, if you can play any better I 

will make it a pound.’ Richards 

immediately discovered some im- 

provement on the violin, saying, “I 

can do as much as ¢hat for a pound 
a week, but no more.” ‘ I admit,” 

answered Bullock, ‘“‘ it is nearer the 
thing than before; but that will not 
do for this orchestra—we must have 
something like talent.” — “* You shall 
have something like talent,” said 
Richards, “ if you will add five 
shillings to it weekly, and little, if 
anything, to complain of the music- 
al abilities I possess; but make it 
thirty per week, and I will soon sa- 
tisfy both you and the manager that 
your money will be well laid out.”— 
Richards without more delay seized 
hold of the fiddle, and if he did not 
produce some of the exquisite touches 
of Paganini, he, nevertheless, em- 
bellished his performances with some 
delightful strains, added to some 
fine execution, which induced Mr. 
Elliston ultimately to comply with 
the request of Richards, observing 
to Bullock, “ If you will have ta- 
lent you must pay for it.”—‘* Yes,” 
replied Bullock, “ I admit the truth 
of your assertion ; but, nevertheless, 
it is * diamond cut DIAMOND,’ ”’ 


’ 
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STANZAS. 


What with deep heart-filling sorrow, 
Gloomy dreamings of the morrow, 
False Ambition’s transient bubbles, 
Pains of body, mental troubles, 
Sighing, weeping, deathlike sleeping, 
Life is scarcely worth the keeping. 
Joun Orton, 


Chit Chat. 

We hear that another grand ball is to 
be given at the English Opera House, 
when it is expected that a great portion of 
the nobility will appearin the same dresses 
as worn by them at her Majesty's fete. 
Mons. Basset will be the director, who is 
considered to be highly talented in getting 
up exhibitions of this description. 

We have been favored by Mr. Lawrence, 
late Treasurer of the Surrey Theatre, with 
a sight of a magnificent snuff box, pre- 
sented to him by some private friends who 
patronized the theatre during Mr. Da- 
vidge’s lesseeship; the box is of exqui- 
site workmanship in gold, and is worth 
from forty to fifty pounds, 

Spinsters. — Formerly women were 
prohibited from marrying till they had 
spun a regular set of bed furniture, and 
till their marriages were consequently 
called spinsters, which continues to this 
day in all legal proceedings. 

Wedlock.—Wives in general have been 
accused of creating dissensions and dis- 
putes, to which their husbands were stran- 
gers while bachelors. A correspondent 
has favored us with the following :— 
Husbands unjustly of their wives complain, 
And say they fill the house with noise and 





riot; 

That tis the husbands’ fault I will maintain, 
For who can ring a belle and hope for quiet. 

A friend of ours, of the money getting 
tribe, and one of the most learned men 
of his day, once recommended a French- 
man who expressed an anxiety’ to possess 
the autographs of literary men, to cash 
their bills; ‘* and belleve me,” said he, 
“if you do you will get the handwriting 
of the best of the tribe.” This however 
the Frenchman declined. 

A poor old woodcutter about to encoun- 
ter a bear in the back woods, and dis- 
trusting his own strength, made the fol- 
lowing short prayer: “ Oh Lord, here's 
a going to be one of the horriblest bear 
fights that you ever did see, and no mis- 
take. O my wig, my good Lord, help 
me; but if you cant help me, don’t help 





the bear.’ 
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The English Opera House boasts of a 
most efficient company selected from Co- 
vent Garden, with valuable additions in 
the persons of Mrs. H. P. Grattan, Mrs. 
Brougham, Miss Mordaunt, &c. J. Vin- 
ing is the stage-manager. The opening 
pieces are a melo-drama of (it is said) 
peculiar interest, written by Fitzball; a 
new farce by Oxberry, and a grand Ballet 
—- by Gilbert, in which he and 

is charming wife and the Marshalls will 
be prominent features. 

A provincial actress was performing the 
_ of Lady Annin King Richard the 

‘hird, and on delivering the following 
passage, “* When shall I have rest >” was 
answered by her washerwoman in the pit, 
who exclaimed, “ Never, till you pay me 
my three shillings and twopence.” 

A young fop, who had just begun to 
shave for a beard, stepped into a barber’s 
shop, and, after a grand swagger, desired 
to be shaved. The barber went through 
the usual movements, and the young sprig 
jumped up with a flourish, exclaiming, 
“« My fine fellow, what's your charge ?” 
“ No charge sir.” “ No charge! How's 
that?” “ Why we are always thankful 
when we can get soft calf skin.” 

[t happened that Fire, Water, and 
Fame, going to travel together, they con- 
sulted together, that if they lost one ano- 
ther, how they might meet again. Fire 
said, ‘*‘ Where you see smoke, there shall 
you find me.” Water said, “ Where you 
see marshy and moorish low ground, there 
you shall find me;” but Fame said, “ take 
care how you lose me, for if youdo, you 
will run a great hazard never to find me 
again.” 

Mr. Curran, who was a very small man, 
having a dispute with a brother counsel, 
who was a very stout man, in which 
words ran high on both sides, called him 
out. The other however objected, * for,” 
said he, “ you are so little that I might 
fire at you a dozen times without hitting, 
whereas the chance is that you may shoot 
me at the first fire.” ‘* Upon my con- 
science that's true,” replied Curran ; “ but 
to convince you I don’t wish to take any 
advantage, you shall chalk my size upon 
your body, and all hits out of the ring 
shall go for nothing.” 

It appears there is no foundation in the 
report that Mr. W. Farren is going to 
America, 

Mr. Wilson was offered his own terms 
if he would have played the part of 
Robert Burns in the popular burletta of 





that name at the Strand Theatre, but he 
finds his concerts more remunerative than 
short engagements. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


ASubscriber.—The Gravesend Theatre ge- 
nerally opens in May. 

Truth.—The letter has come to hand and 
shall have our earliest attention. 

A Musician—Had better address a letter to 
Mr. Oxberry, at the English Opera House. 

A Playgoer.—We decline giving the age of 
the lady, as we think the question is only 
asked out of idle curiosity. _ E 

Hamlet.—We quite agree with him, and 
have expressed the same opinion before as 
regards the characters Mr. Kean is best 
suited to. : 

Captain G. Mitchell_—We cannot insert the 
lines; they may be had on application at 
our Office. 

J. K.—In our remarks of last week we 
stated that Mr. Hicks was still unable to 
perform. 

An Old Subscriber.—There is not the least 
—— of Mr. Macready’s bringing 

a 


out the plays named this season. iss 
Horton a been on the stage from her 
childhood. 


Isabella Williams.—Next week. 


To our Readers.—Orders for our publication 
may be given at the Office, to be sent to 
any part of the country, by paying a quar- 
ter in advance, ls. 6d. If we pay the 
postage, the quarter will be 2s.7d. The 
second volume is now ready, and may be 
had of our Publishers. 


All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded to the Printer, post paid. 


ADVERTISEMENTS, 
The Thames Tunnel. 


Ts OPEN pe (Sundays excepted,) 
from Nine in the Morning until Dark, 
and is brilliantly lighted with Gas, The present 
Entrance for Visitors is on the Surrey side of the 
River, close to Rotherhithe Church. The Tun- 
nel is now completed, and is 1,200 feet in length. 
Admittance One Shilling each. By order of the 
Board of Directors, J. CHARLIER, Clerk to 
the neg eg ey Office, 2, Walbrook 
Buildings, City, April, 1842, N. B. Conveyances 
to ROTHERHITHE, by Omnibus, from Piccadilly, 
Charing Cross, Fleet-st., and Gracechurch-st. 
Also by Steam Boats, from Chelsea, Vauxhall, 
Lambeth, Hungerford, Adelphi, Old Shades 
Pier, and London Bridge, to the Tunnel Pier 
at WaprrInG. Books with Plates descriptive of 
the Works are sold at the Tunnel, price One 
Shilling. 
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